PROMETHEUS   BOUND

their individuality; but they may correct
the effects of that individuality by itself.
If Potter show us Aeschylus through
green spectacles, and another translator,
though in* a very inferior manner, show
us Aeschylus through yellow ones, it will
become clear to the English reader that
green and yellow are not inherent pro-
perties of the Greek poet: and in this
respect, both the English reader and the
Greek poet are benefited.

But the present age says, it has no
need of translations from classic authors.
It is, or it would be, an original age: it
will not borrow thoughts with long genea-
logies, nor walk upon a pavd, nor wear
a costume, like Queen Anne's authors
and the French dramatists. Its poetry
shall not be cold and polished and
imitative poetry ; but shall dream un-
dreamt of dreams, and glow with an
unearthly frenzy. If its dreams be noble
dreams, may they be dreamt on; if its
frenzy be the evidence of inspiration,
'may I,' as Prometheus says, 'be mad.'
But let the age take heed: there is one
step from dreaming nobly to sleeping
inertly; and one, from frenzy to imbecility.

I do not ask, I would not obtain, that
our age should be servilely imitative of
any former age. Surely It may think its
own thoughts and speak its own words,
yet not turn away from those who have
thought and spoken well. The contem-
plation of excellence produces excellence,
if not similar, yet parallel. We do not
turn from green hills and waving forests,
because we build and inhabit palaces;
nor do we turn towards them, that we
may model them in painted wax. We
make them subjects of contemplation, in
order to abstract from* them those ideas
of beauty, afterwards embodied in our
own productions; and, above all, in order
to consider their and our Creator under
every manifestation of His goodness and
His power. All beauties, whether in
nature or art, whether in physics or
morals, whether in composition or abstract
reasoning, are multiplied reflections,
visible in different distances and under
different positions, of one archetypal
beauty.   If  we  owe gratitude  to Him

who created and unveiled its form, should
we refuse to gaze upon those reflections ?
Because they rest even upon heathen
scrolls, should we turn away from those
scrolls ? Because thorns and briers are
the product of the earth, should we avert
our eyes from -that earth ? The mind of
man and the earth of man are cursed alike.

But the age would not be 'classical.'
* Oh, that profaned name!' What does it
mean, and what is it made to mean ? It
does not mean what it is made to mean:
it does not mean what is necessarily
regular, and polished, and unimpassioned.
The ancients, especially the ancient Greeks,
felt, and thought, and wrote antecedently
to rules: they felt passionately, and thought
daringly; and wrote because they felt and
thought. Shakespeare is a more classical
writer than Racine.

Perhaps, of ail the authors of antiquity,
no one stands so forward to support this
hypothesis as Aeschylus: and of all the
works of Aeschylus, no one stands more
forward to support it than his work of
the Prometheus Bound. He is a fearless
and impetuous, not a cautious and ac-
complished poet. His excellences could
not be acquired by art, nor could his
defects exist separately from genius. It
would be nearly equally impossible for
the mere imitator to compass either; for
if we would stand in the mist, we must
stand also on the mountain. His ex-
cellences consist chiefly in a vehement
imaginativeness, a strong but repressed
sensibility, a high tone of morality, a
fervency of devotion, and a rolling ener-
getic diction: and as sometimes his fancy
rushes in, where his judgement fears to
tread, and language, even the most
copious and powerful of languages, writhes
beneath its impetuosity; an occasional
mixing of metaphor, and frequent ob-
scurity of style, are named among his
chief defects. He is pompous too", some-
times; but his pomposity has not any
modern, any rigid, frigid effect. When
he walks, like his actors, on cothurni, we
do not say *how stiff he is!' but ehoyt
majestic!'

Whether the Prometheus be, or be not,
the finest production of its author, it will